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The Comicall ffifierie of 

PortU. Too long a paufe for that which you finde there. 
Arag. What’s here Ithepeurtrait of ablinkingidcoc, 
Prefenting me a Scedule .• I will rcade it. 

How much unlike art thou to Porf« .? 

How much unlike my hopes, and my defervings ? 
Whocho 0 fethme,fl}AlhaveAfmHchMhedeferyts, 

Did I deferve no morethan a fooles head 
Is that my prize ? are my deferts no better ? 

Tor. To offend and jadge are diftiniff offices, 

And of oppofed natures, wh^tishcre ? 

The Fire feven times 

Seven times try ed ihdt}Adgemertt Ut ■ 

That did never ehoofe ami fe : 

Some there be that Piadowes kifftf 
S tech have bat 'd JbtUowes bdtffe, 

There be fooles alive I, svisf ■ -n 

Silver'd o*re, and/g wdi.thie, - f / 

Take what wife yeuwiMje bed\ 

I will ever b*e your head; . 

Sobegone^youare^edf 

Arrag, Still more fbble I fliall a^arc 
By the time I linger here : ' 

With one foolcs head I came to w©oc , 

But I goe away with two. 

Sweet adiew, He keepe my oath i • 

Patiently to bcarc my wroth. ‘ 

For. Thus hath the candle fing’d the moach: 

O thefe deliberate fboles, when they doe chooie. 

They have their wifdome by their wit to loofe. 

Fler, The ancient fiying is no hcreiie , 

Hanging and wiving goes by deftinie. 

For, Come draw the curtainc Nerrifa. 

£nter ddefenger^ 

Where is my Lady ? 

!For. Here, what would my Lord? 

Madam, there is alighted atyour gaM 

Ayoiifig 


the Venice, 

A youflg Vcnetian,one that comes before 
To fignme th’aproaching of his Lord, 

From whom he bringetb lenfible regreets.; 

T 6 wit, ('bcfidcs commends and curious breath) 

Gifts of rich value ; yet I have not feene 
So likelyan Fmbaf&dour of love. 

A day in April never came Co fweet 
To fliow how coftly Summer was at hand. 

As this forc-fpurrer comes before his Lord, 

Portia. No more I pray ihee.Iam halfc a-fcard 
Thou wilt (ayanone he isfotne kin to thee. 

Thou Ipendft inch high day wit in prayfing him •• 
Come,come,A7tf«yJirf,for I long to fee 
Qukke Cttfids Port that comes fb mannerly. 

Nerrijfa. Saffanio, Lord,Love if thy will it be. Exeunt; 
SolanioaudSalarino. 

Solanio. Now what newes on the Ryalto ? 

Why yetitlives there uncheckt,that Antheniohuh a 
fhip of rich lading wrackt on the narrow fcasj the Goodwins I 
tninke they call the place, a very dangerous flat, and fatall, where 
ffie carcaffes of many a tall fhip lie buried, as they fay, if my Goffip 
Report bean boneft woman of her word* 

Solemto. Iwould Ihc were as lying a Goffip in tbat,as ever 
knaptGingcr,ormadehcrncighboursbelceve fhewept for the 
death ofa tlwd husband : but it is true, without any flips ofpro- 
lixity,orcroffinc theplain high way oftalke, that the good 

Come, the fall flop. 

J^Wffa,vvhat fayefl thou,why the end is, he hath lofl a fhip. 
Sflft. Iwould It might prove the end of his Ioffes. • 

theDcvillcroffemy 

terffhgh^ wclI,none fo well, as you,ofmy d4gh- 
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